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‘Eat up,’ Andrew Sibley said to his 
daughter. 'You'l probably be on 
bread and water for all the weekend.’ 


Pretty 17-year-old Sophie made a 
face at him across the dining table. It 
was Friday tea time. Marjorie, her 
mother said, ‘Don’t tease, Andrew.’ 


“Апа not be sitting down for it either,’ 
he went on. 'Standing up to eat it — 
because your bottom will be too sore 
to sit on.' 


‘Andrew!’ Marjorie scolded. “There's 
no need to go on. You might show a 
little sympathy.’ 


Sophie pursed her full lips. Her face 
had gone pink. Her brother, 15-year- 
old Danny, eyes gleaming, said, ‘Boy 
l'd jlike to watch it! With her knickers 
down | bet!’ 


With a blurted expletive Sophie 
swung an arm out at him, which 
Danny parried. 


‘Calm down Sophie!’ Their father 
ordered sharply. ‘Or | just might do a 
bit of it myself. You’ve only yourself 
to blame. And hopefully the 
experience will do you some good.’ 


Sophie gave her brother a wait-till-I- 
get-you look. After the meal she did 
make another attempt to get a proper 
blow in — but Danny was now big 
enough to handle Sophie and was 
able to block her attempted punch 
without too much trouble. And also in 
the process, to add insult to injury, 
get in some gropes at Sophie's big, 
shapely tits. Danny had unfortunately 
reached the stage of liking to do that. 


Danny was now big enough to 
handle Sophie and was able to 
block her attempted punch 
without too much trouble. And also 
in the process, to add insult to 
injury, get in some gropes at 
Sophie’s big, shapely tits 


As they grappled he repeated his 
taunt. ‘Do you think he’s going to 
have your knickers down Soph? | bet 
he will! | bet old Finford’ll have them 
right off.’ 


Tomorrow morning Sophie and her 
friend Nicola had to go round to the 
Deputy Head, Mr Finford’s house. To 
stay all day Saturday, Saturday night 
and then Sunday as well. For what Mr 


Finford termed а  're-orientation 


weekend'. What it was in fact was a 
punishment weekend. The two girls 
had each amassed a total of 10 
demerits for various shortcomings in 
the last several weeks. And the 
punishment for that 

weekend with Mr Finford. 


was a 


A re-orientation weekend was not 


something a girl was going to enjoy. 
She was going to be kept working, in 
the house and in Mr Finford's garden. 
Housework plus outside weeding, 


digging maybe. Kept working all the 


time, without a break. 


But that wasn't strictly accurate. She 
wouldn't be working all the time. 
Because some of the time she would 
be being caned. Or tawsed. Both 
probably. 

Yes, Sophie's father (and brother) 
weren't joking. Mr Finford used the 


cane and the tawse on girls һе 
'entertained' for the weekend. Only 
girls. Boys who were in need of 're- 
orientation' were taken by Mr Paxton, 
PE Master, on an exhausting 
weekend of cross-country hiking. 
They were pushed to their limits — 
but there was no caning. Caning was 
reserved for girls. Only Sixth Form 


girls, not younger ones, and of 
course only Sixth Form girls who 
needed this salutary treatment. 


But ... Mr Finford could bend the 
rules a little bit. Or so it seemed. In the 
matter of handing out demerits. It 
seemed sometimes that it was the 
good-looking ones who got the 


demerits. That was certainly how it 
seemed to Sophie and her friend 
Nicola Hayden, who were of course 
both very attractive girls. They had 
got demerits when some other girls 
were getting away with murder, or so 
they thought. 


They had both complained to their 


parents, but it hadn't done much 
good, it hadn't altered anything. Both 
their mothers had been sympathetic, 
especially of course at the thought of 
the cane. Because it was generally 
known that Mr Finford used a cane. 
He made no secret of it, it was made 
quite clear at those parent-teacher 
meetings at school. The cane was a 
very useful stimulus апа also 
deterrent for an older girl. A girl's 
parents were told that and had to 
agree. But mothers, naturally, with 
their maternal instinct, when it came 
right down to it were not at all happy 
when it was their own Sophie or 
Nicola. 

Fathers could take a more robust 
attitude. As Andrew Sibley and Alec 
Hayden had. It would do their girls no 
harm to get the cane across their 
bottoms. And very probably Sophie 
and Nicola had been slack about 
handing in work and the various other 
things they had got demerits for. 
They didn't want to hear that other 
girls had maybe been even worse 
and got away with it. Sophie and 
Nicola would say that, wouldn't 
they? 


Mr Finford having the girls for the 
weekend for the purpose of caning 
their bottoms was something 
which made them feel a bit sick. 
That dirty sod! 


Their boyfriends were sympathetic of 
course. Sophie's Kevin and Nicola's 
James. Naturally the thought of Mr 
Finford having the girls for the 
weekend for the purpose of caning 
their bottoms was something which 
made them feel a bit sick. That dirty 
sod! And yes, Kevin and James were 
certainly of the opinion that Mr 
Finford was deliberately picking on 
the best-looking girls. But of course 
what Kevin and James thought 
wasn't going to change things one 
little bit. 


Sophie saw Kevin that Friday 
evening. With the dread weekend 
visit now only hours away. Round at 
Kevin's house sitting in front ofthe TV 
set she complained that her family 
had been awful. Well her father and 
brother anyway, saying nasty things. 
Kevin was most sympathetic. For 
one thing he was very horny. He had 
an exceedingly stiff prick іп his 
trousers as he sat on the sofa with 
Sophie, and with his parents out 


there was the possibility of doing 
something with it. Specifically of 
getting it up Sophie. If he could get 
her in the mood to agree. Sophie 
frequently wouldn't, she didn't really 
think they should do it, or so she said. 
But tonight, with what was to come 
tomorrow making her fraught and 
anxious, he thought he had a good 
chance. 


Unfortunately for Kevin it didn't work 
out that way. Sophie said she 
definitely wasn't in the mood: Not 
after her father and Danny had been 


so awful, and even more of course : 


with what she and Nicola were going 
to get tomorrow. The cane! The 
thought of it made Sophie feel quite 
sick. And it was the cane and the 
tawse! Mr Finford seemed to like 
using both, by all accounts. The 
thought of either of those implements 
searing their bottoms ... And their 
bare bottoms! Because that, again 
by all accounts, was what it was. 


There was only one other little thing. 
Sophie had been told by another girl 
.. that she had heard you could 
avoid the cane and tawse on one of 
these weekends. By agreeing to you- 
know-what. If you let Mr Finford have 
that he might let you off the cane (and 
the tawse). If you let Mr Finford screw 
you. Sophie didn't know if she could 
believe this. She wasn't sure she 
wanted to believe it. Which was 
worse — just supposing Mr Finford 
did offer such a choice? Sophie 
didn't want to answer that question. 
Didn't even want to think about it. 


But anyway with all of this, all these 
things in her head, Sophie just wasn't 
in any mood to agree to what Kevin 
wanted. They got into a bit of an 
argument about it, with Sophie 
accusing him of not being interested 
in her, only in that. The argument got 
worse if anything. Sophie got up, and 
said she was going home. 


In bed Sophie started playing with 
herself right away, because she 
really needed the relief. Her fingers 
urgently in her wet pussy. She 
conjured a sensuous fantasy. A 
really rich sheik, quite young and 
very handsome, coming to the 
school. 


At home Sophie went straight to bed 
although it wasn't late, saying she 


was tired and refusing her mother's 
offer of a cup of cocoa. She felt close 
to tears, quarrelling with Kevin like 
that being the last straw. In bed 
Sophie started playing with herself 
right away,. because she really 
needed the relief. Нег fingers 
urgently in her wet pussy. She 
conjured a sensuous fantasy. A really 
rich sheik, quite young and very 
handsome, coming to the school. 
Touring the school and seeing her — 
and right away deciding he had to 
have her. He wanted her to come on 
his really fabulous yacht, for a two- 
week cruise. To get her parents' 
agreement he gave them a cheque 
for half a million pounds — to be put 
in trust for her, Sophie, of course. 


On this really fab yacht cruising 
smoothly in the warm Mediterranean 
night. In its cozy soft-lit lounge, just 
the two of them naturally, he pulled 
open his red silk dressing gown and 
showed her his big stiff prick. 


* * ж 


Sophie arrived at Mr Finford's right 
on time, 10 o'clock, driven by her 
father and carrying a small overnight 
bag. Nicola had got there minutes 
earlier. Sophie's dad went off and the 
two girls were left with Mr Finford in 
his lounge. 


Adrian Finford eyed them, perhaps a 
bit like a cat presented with a bowl of 
cream. Both girls were in school 
uniform, as he always stipulated for 
these weekend visits. White blouses 
and their blue-and-black striped ties 
and short box-pleated navy skirts 
which showed a good deal of «both 
girls’ shapely legs. 


Nicola with her ash-blonde' hair 
tied in two bunches; and both of 
them with those firm,. full tits 
pushing out the fronts of their 
blouses. Both also with full, 
womanly bottoms under their 
skirts! 


Yes Sophie and Nicola were two girls 
һе had been most keen to һауе оп а 
re-orientation weekend. Sophie with 
her luxuriant chestnut locks curling 
down around her shoulders, and 
Nicola with her ash-blonde hair tied 
in two bunches; and both of them 
with those firm, full tits pushing out 
the fronts of their blouses. Both also 
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with full, womanly bottoms under 
their skirts! It was those bottoms of 
course that Adrian Finford was going 
to have some early interest in. 
Bottoms which were no doubt even 
now flinching at the prospect. 


The Deputy Head smiled — and from - 


like а 
suddenly had a cane in his hand. 
Long and thin and whippy. An 
extremely nasty-looking cane. He 
sliced it through the air — causing 
two sharp intakes of breath. 


somewhere, magician, 


‘Now girls, | hope both of you are 


ready to start. your day. | am 
certainly.' The cane sliced briskly 
through the air again. 


“Ме are going to do some work 
outside first of all. Or rather you two 
girls are. There's quite a lot of 
seeding | need doing. But right at the 


Continued on page 44 
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ІНЕ LESSON 


Being dressed like this, being in this room, 
waiting for the Examiner to arrive was all part 
of the “test”. Just as people used to have to 
pass a driving test, so she knew she would 
have to pass the test to prove that she could 
handle domestic life. 


Just a vest and knickers. The sensible court 
shoes and white cotton socks. She was not 
even sure what sort of examiner she would 
have. There were old ones, young ones, some 
were female but most were male. She was glad 
that the man she had applied permission to 
marry had not been subjected like this. Only 
the females had to undergo this strenuous 
examination. 


Discipline was the order of the day and in many 
cases a lot of people welcomed it 


She had had thoughts that this was not really a 
good system, but nobody bucked the system. 
It was not that they were all clones or unable 
to think for themselves, but the whole nation 
had become tired of unchecked vandalism, 
muggings and all those things that make life 


unbearable for the majority that they had now 
voted into government a part who were 
prepared to say "enough is enough". 
Discipline was the order of the day and in 
many cases a lot of people welcomed it. In the 
first six months of the new legislation 
committee, the vast change had swept 
through the whole environment. The place 
was cleaner and people were able to look 
forward to a much happier life style. 
Legislation had become the heyword to life 
now and that is why the shapely young girl was 
attending the examiner to be tested for 
suitability to marry. 


She had been forewarned the sort of things 
she would have to do ... how she would be 
expected to reply to several very impertinent 
questions and also how to hold herself. To be 
able to take her place as a married woman in 
this new found “utopiah”, one had to have 
rigid principles and shew that one could abide 
by them. 


As her mind recalled her fiance, the girl 

relaxed her attitude. She knew she was deeply 
in love with him and they had proved it often 
enough. That was not strictly legal, but the 
authorities did turn a blind eye to such pre- 


marital activity so long as the couple were 
honest about it. She blushed when she 
realised that this would come up with the 
examiner. He was bound to ask her questions! 
She squirmed slightly. There was such a thing 
as modestly, she thought. One did not 
blatantly lie to the examiner. One came here 
because one was looking for a certificate to get 
married and the openness of the soul was of 
paramount importance. 


She had heard that some examiners actually 


resorted to shewing some budding candidates 
for marriage how she should react to her 
husband's disciplinary measures. Some 
examiners actually gave thorough and full 
demonstrations of discipline treatment and 
how they expected the prospective wife to 
take it. 


She hoped that she would not get one of these. 
The questions that he would ask would be bad 
enough, but if he thought she needed the extra 
example of how to behave when her husband 


felt she needed to be spanked, then she would 
have no choice but to accept it. And supposing 
he was a caner ... not a spanker. 


She felt the cheeks of her bottom clutching 
again with the renewed thought waves 
regarding the prospect of having her bottom 
smacked ... or caned ... or at worse, tawsed. 
But tawses were very rarely recommended 
nowadays. 


“Sarah Downing?" 
The unexpected voice made her jump visibly. 


“Er ... yes, sir," she turned round to face the 
serious faced man who had entered the room 
so silently. 


Nice soft melon breasts; young melons, that is. 
The nipples even now producing two small 
pimples that pushed against the white vest. 
Nice legs. Most certainly shapely thigh 


She stood pensive and observant as he stayed 
just inside the door, his eyes looking over the 
latest applicant. Much, much better than most 
he had seen. She would certainly be better in 
bed with a young man than wasting her time 
living a spinster's existence. Had the right 


shape for it too. Nice soft melon breasts; 
young melons, that is. The nipples even now 
producing two small pimples that pushed 
against the white vest. Nice legs. Most 
certainly shapely thighs. He liked the bulb 
that thrust against the knickers where the 
material pulled into the vulva and gusset. 


“Twenty years and three months," he said as 
he looked at a folder. 


«Y... Yes, gir she mumbled. 


It was eerie being so undressed like this with a 
man she did not know and who could ask her 
the most demanding questions of intimacy 
without even appearing to study her feelings. 


" And you want to marry Trevor Gildard." 
“Yes ... yes, please sir," she choked. 


She waited as he walked to the chair and drew 
her towards him. She let herself be led so that 
she was standing immediately before him. 
The "examination" was about to begin. If 
ever she had to please anybody, this was the 
man whom she had to cater to most. 


She held her breath slightly when his hands 
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came ош and tugged the hem of her vest and 


eased it all the way up to her neck. 


The vest was all the way up to her neck and she 
could sense the goose pimples as her exposed 
globes were immediately before the examiner 


Her warm, softly swollen breasts were now 
being looked at by the second man who had 
felt priveleged to study them. The vest was all 
the way up to her neck and she could sense the 
goose pimples as her exposed globes were 
immediately before the examiner. She still 
responded to the same humiliation and shame 
that she might ordinarily be expected to 
suffer; just standing there with her benippled 
breasts so blatantly exposed. 


“Has Trevor seen these?" 
‘У... Yes, sir," she blushed to her roots. 


“Well. Has he or hasn't he?" the voice was 
shewing impatience. 


“Yes, sir, he has," she immediately corrected 
her hesitant attitude. This would NEVER do. 
She had to be positive. This was not the time 
to be all naive and play the silly little innocent. 


“Held them. Like this. Squeezed them like 
this?" 


His hands, the only other man's hands to hold 
her titties in this manner; to hold them and 
squeeze them almost lovingly. Her nipples 
responded in the best traditional manner by 
throbbing and thrusting out like small 
hardened flints. 


” 


“Yes, sir,” her voice sounded firm, but 
inwardly, Sarah was quailing. “Good. Do not 
be frightened. Ashamed. That's all for the 
better. If Trevor had done this and you want 
him permanantly, it is all to the good," he 
tried to explain. 


Thank God for that! 


"Too many young people play at sexual 
activity and they tire of each other ... Trevor 
has played with these like this and you still 
want to marry him. Excellent," the man told 
her. But he still fondled her titties. 


Sarah was not too sure how she felt right then. 
The examiner was making her feel slightly 
randy. The way Trevor did when he came over 
at the weekend. 


"Right," he said and marked something in the 
folder. 


Sarah stood still although she really wanted to 
pull away from those cool clever and able 
fingers. 


“Turn round Sarah," the voice was that type 
of tone that HAD to be obeyed. 


She turned round and was relieved when he 
told her to pull her vest down again .. she tried 
to do it as though it was a methodical reaction 
and without appearing to put too much 
indecent rush on her modesty. 


She held her breath and gritted her teeth 
together ... she MUST NOT say or do 
anything at this stage whatever happened. 


She felt his hands pulling at the waist band of 
her knickers and the material was easily 
surrendering to the clarion urgency of those 
able fingers 


She would dearly have loved to cry!! She felt 
his hands pulling at the waist band of her 
knickers and the material was easily 
surrendering to the clarion urgency of those 
able fingers. Gradually the waist band drew 
lower and lower until the rounded orbs of her 
softly posed bottom were fully revealed. 


“Has Trevor seen your bottom?” 


“Er ... yes, sir ... once or twice ... but not to 
punish them," she hastily added. 


"Only answer the question, Sarah ... don't 
answer a poser that I have not asked," he told 
her. 


“Tm sorry sir,” she hastily added. 


Why had she let herself respond like that? It 
had been foolish to introduce the syndrome of 
spanking. Whatever must he be thinking of 
her? 


“But now you have spoken about spanking, 
have you ever been spanked?" his voice was 
that of an examiner. Not of one who is 
interested in her welfare. 


**Yes, sir. When I was at school," she said. 
The whole of her body was fusing into a 


gigantic ball of degrading shame. She was still 
facing away from him and her titties had been 


touched and squeezed and generally played 
with, and now here she was, her whole bum 
under his watchful gaze and she could do 
NOTHING ... nothing at all. It was like being 
with a doctor who has only one interest and 
that is medical ... but this was the examiner ... 
the granter of license to get married, and now 
his hands, those same hands that had played 
with her titties, were now testing the pliant 
resistance and lasticity of her bottom! 


"Place your ankles apart Sarah." 


She felt the heat rise on her face, in her body 
and certainly between her legs ... she was 
obviously reluctant to pen her ankles. It left 
her whole being feeling so vulnerable. 
Reluctant or not, those ankles spread. 


“Trevor done this, has he?” 
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*Not ... not whilst I was standing like this," 
her voice certainly sounded very different. 


“When you were in bed together I expect.” 


“Yesssss .... yes, sir," her brain was dictating 
the manner that her voice was reacting now. 


He was touching her. He was feeling her. His 
hand was stroking, feeling and carresing her 
body where only one hand before had felt ... 
but this was not Trevor ... with Trevor she 
could gently chide him. At first, not all the 
time, but at first she could pretend to be 
surprised and ashamed. But it would not last 


At first she could pretend to be surprised апа 
ashamed. But it would not last for long because 
Sarah knew that she secretly liked to feel his 
hand where the examiner's hand was now. 
Feeling, stroking 


for long because Sarah knew that she secretly 
liked to feel his hand where the examiner's 
hand was now. Feeling, stroking and getting 
to know her very intimately. 

Because Trevor’s hand had been the only 
hand she had felt before, she thought that he 
was the very best one that could possibly 
arouse her emotions, her sexual emotions the 
way he did. It was even nicer when he did 
other things with his own hard muscle. She 
was getting slightly confused now because she 
discovered that those same throbbing waves 
of pleasure were now being introduced by the 
examiner! 


The experienced assessor was easily bringing 
her to that delightful state that Trevor 
managed to do, and she had not wanted this 
man pawing her like this. Her опе 
preoccupation had been the marvellous lovely 
man who she wanted to marry. But somehow, 
this examiner, who was obviously very adept 
and able, had managed to get her into exactly 
the same state of hunger. 


"Now," he said, quite calmly and just as 
though he was doing things with her soft parts. 
"Supposing your anger Trevor, what would 
you expect?" 


Here it comes, she thought and her body 


tensed slightly. “Punishment, sir," her 
strangled voice replied. 


They liked to hear this her friends had advised 
her. They really felt that the system was 
working when a young prospective bride 
responded so demurely and meekly. 


"What sort of punishment?" his voice was as 
bland as could be. 


"A ...aspanking," she managed to overcome 
her natural shyness. 


“You do not sound so certain,” his tone was 
slightly crisp. 


Oh dear Lord. Don't screw it up at this point, 
she silently admonished herself. 


But if I was ever naughty ... and displeased my 
husband, then I would expect him to justifiably 
put me over his knee 


“Т ат sorry sir ... I do feel a little ... well ... 
you know ... with your fingers doing such nice 
things to me," she played it safe. "But if I was 
ever naughty ... and displeased my husband, 
then I would expect him to justifiably put me 
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over his knee and give my bottom a good 
spanking." 


What else could the wretched girl say ... or 
do? 


"Alright," he seemed satisfied. 


She was now held in both hands ... he 
manoeuvred her so that she stood between his 
knees, her naked bottom in all the necessary 
state of preparation for him to project his 
example. 


The examiner had done nearly everything that 
Trevor had done, and now he was going to do 
something that Trevor would be able to do 
once she and he were married. She tried to be 
very brave as the hand spanked down. Her 
rounded orbs, the shapely and very attractive 
buttocks stung. It had been a long time since 
she had been spanked on her bottom. This 
was the very first time that she had been 
spanked on her bare bum. As she stood 
resolutely firm and trying hard not to cause 
any reason for him to turn her down for the 
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much sought afterlicence, Sarah felt the 
spanking hand bringing the cheeks of her 
bottom acutely alive to the fact that the skin of 
her bare arse was very much the proper place 
for her husband to control if ever, and if ever 
she misbehaved herself. 


The cheeks spread but they remained in that 
certain state of waiting to receive the spanking 
punishment that she felt naughty girls should 
expect to get 


In a state of euphoric projected passion heat, 
because she felt she had discovered the secret 
of being able to please the examiner and also 
to aquire what she most desperately wanted, 
Sarah bent over her knee. Now her very 
attractive buttocks were correctly апа 
certainly attractively positioned as she 
stretched her whole body in the pose of a 
naughty girl. The cheeks spread but they 
remained in that certain state of waiting to 
receive the spanking punishment that she felt 
naughty girls should expect to get from the 
man they married. 


His hand came down onto the naked skin of 
her rounded backside. Her voice choked and 
cried out. The skin was getting hotter and 


hotter and each cheek of her bottom was 
feeling the fierce fire as the examiner 
displayed the full tenor of power that the state 
expected the man to have with the influence of 
his wife. 


As she bucked and jumped with the harsh 
slapping palm of the examiner, Sarah, 
unwittingly revealed a whole lot more of her 
sex area than she realised. 


She was only responding naturally now. Her 
bottom hurt, her body hurt and her emotional 
state was bewildered and confused. 


He spanked her much harder than she could 
ever imagine Trevor spanking. She was 
certain that Trevor would never smack her 
arse like this. 


And yet, that time when he was stroking her, 
virtually dominating her, this examiner, why 
had she felt so excited. Why was Sein feeling so 
excited now? 


“T think you have earned your certificate," he 
smiled. “Is there any questions you would like 
to ask me?" 


"Yes, sir. May I please take the 
EXAMINATION AGAIN.” she smiled. 
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Nineteen-year-old Jennifer Mitchell can hardly 
believe her good fortune. She is in love with a 
marvellous, handsome young man who has 
said he wants to marry her! And not only is he 
handsome, Simon Fernleigh is rich as well and 
stands to inherit a large estate in two years 
time when he is 25. What could be more super 
and idyllic! Jennifer, who works as a nurse and 
comes from a modest lower-middle-class 
background, is very attractive, a sweet and 
lovely English rose with a pretty heart-shaped 
face and a shapely, statuesque figure. But 
even so, sweet and lovely girls do not always 
have such marvellous fortune. She has a 
feeling of walking on air. Of needing to pinch 
herself every now and then to make sure it is 
not just a delicious day-dream! 


JENNIFER 
TESTED 


THIS 
IS JUST LIKE BEING BACK AT 


SCHOOL WHEN I WAS CALLED 
IN TO SEE MR HARCOURT 


AH! IT'S YOU JENNIFER! 


There is only one little fly in the ointment. That 
fly is Simon's step-uncle, Gerard Dubois. Mr 
Dubois, who is half-French, has been left in 
control of the Fernleigh estate following the 
untimely death of Simon's parents in a plane 
crash. In the terms of the will Simon can only 
inherit when he is married — and his bride has 
to be approved by his uncle Gerard. Until that 
time Gerard Dubois will continue to remain in 
control of the estate. 


*Don't worry darling, Uncle Gerard won't be a 
problem,’ Simon tells Jennifer. 4 mean he can't 
help thinking you're just the most wonderful 
girl in the world. Сап һе?” 


— i - 


y 
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I HAVE A MAJOR RESPONSIBILITY FOR SIMON'S 


‘WELFARE. I SHALL NEED CONVINCING THAT 
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They kiss and hug. Jennifer feels Simon's stiff 
organ, hot and urgent against her soft belly. 
She imagines the swoony feeling of having it 
up inside her — but really they must wait for that 
until they are married. And they ARE going to 
be married, aren't they? Simon's Uncle Gerard 
WILL give his consent ... 


Jennifer is feeling nervous though. She is 
going to meet Uncle Gerard tomorrow for the 
first time. He WILL like her? Won't he? 


* * * 


YOU WOULD MAKE A SUITABLE WIFE 
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YOU WILL CERTAINLY 
NEED TESTING - 
LIFT YOUR SKIRT 


MOST YOUNG WOMEN TODAY, 
HAVE | 

NO SENSE ОЕ DISCIPLINE 

REALLY UNCLE 

GERARD - I AM 

NOT LIKE THAT 


Gerard Dubois, in the drawing room of his 
smart London flat, is sipping a scotch-and- 
soda and studying a photograph. It is of a 
pretty, dark-haired girl called Jennifer Mitchell 
whom his nephew Simon has announced he 
wants to marry. She is certainly a lovely thing, 
with big soft eyes and a full sensuous mouth. 


HIGHER! UP TO YOUR WAIST! 


< 


Also it seems long and sexy legs too. Lovely 
and innocent? Gerard can feel his penis 
stiffening. Innocence excites him. It would be 
very exciting to see this girl with no clothes on. 
Also having certain things done to her. 


Is this very pretty girl, a nurse, suitable 


LOOK AT THIS LOVELY , 


THAT'S BETTER. LET ME A 
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UNCLE GERARD IS SPLATTING HIS d 
HAND DOWN WITH ALL HIS FORCE! = 


THIS IS YOUR FIRST LESSON m , 
THE SORT ALL YOUNG 
WOMEN SHOULD HAVE. BUT 


IT IS ONLY THE FIRST ... 


IS HE GOING TO COME | THAT'S GOOD! 
SHE WONDERS - In BUT NOW ГО LIKE ... 


I CAN'T GO THROUGH 


material for young Simon? Simon who is 
innocent himself, inexperienced in the ways of 
the world. Gerard purses his lips. One thing is 
certain; this undoubtedly lovely young lady will 
have to be tested before he can give his 
consent ... TESTED VERY RIGOROUSLY. 


* * * 


Jennifer knocks tentatively on the door of 
Uncle Gerard's drawing room. She hasn't met 
Simon's uncle before and there are butterflies 
in her stomach. She has that same scary 
feeling she got back at.school when having to 
go in and see the headmaster. But really there 


JENNIFER IS IN THE SALVATION 
ARMY HOSTEL. 
FEELING QUITE SICK ... 


WITH THIS 


BUT I HAVE NO 


is no reason to be scared, Simon has assured 
her. 


She has been ushered in by Gerard's old 
housekeeper who has taken her coat. Simon 
has told Jennifer to be sure to wear something 
nice for Uncle Gerard who he knows likes 
pretty girls. ‘Something a bit sexy,’ he added 
laughing. Jennifer blushed at that, but she IS 
looking sexy in a simple white long-sleeved 
silk blouse with a black bow tie and a very 
short grey skirt which shows off her long, sexy 
legs. 


As Uncle Gerard calls to her to come in 


CHOICE ... 


HEE-HEE! JUST GET 
MY DICK OUT! 


PE ҒВИБАЗЕФ- 


TE 2 CANT 
DO THIS. 


THAT'S LOVELY ... NOW .. SHOW 
ME YOUR TTIS ... 


Г 
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IT IS SICKENING. BUT 
JENNIFER HAS NO CHOICE 


AH! WHAT A PAIR! 


Jennifer wonders if perhaps she has chosen 
TOO short a skirt. Because she really wants to 
create the right impression. 


Uncle Gerard does not seem very welcoming. 
He is standing with his hands in his pockets, 
middle-aged, not tall and rather pudgy. His 
head is mostly bald and he has a little 
moustache and goatee beard. His eyes have 
gone right away to Jennifer's long, sheer 
stocking-clad legs in her high heeled shoes. It 
seems to be a disapproving look. 


But uncle Gerard does manage a welcoming 
kiss on Jennifer's cheek. His hands have gone 
round her and she can't help a little shiver at 
his touch. One hand slides down, briefly over 
the full flare of her buttocks ... Then he steps 
back. Jennifer stands contritely. She has 
rehearsed some bright things to say but 
somehow she is tongue-tied. 


Uncle Gerard is talking now. Simon is still 
young and very inexperienced in life, and 
therefore he, Gerard Dubois, has a major 
responsibility for his welfare and future. 
Therefore he necessarily has to view any 
proposal of marriage in a grave and sober 
light. And any proposed bride will have to 
prove herself thoroughly to him. Jennifer can 
understand that? Understand his position? He 
is not just trying to be negative. 

Jennifer nods, forcing a smile. Though she 
thinks he IS being negative. Gerard starts to 
talk about maturity. Mental discipline. Jennifer 
tries not to let her mind wander although it is 


:| NOW MY DICK AGAIN. 


COME ON ... 


HIS GREEDY MOUTH BEGINS TO SUCK. 


JENNIFER FEELS FAINT ... 


much easier just to think about Simon. Their 
wedding ... Then it snaps through to her. Uncle 
Gerard is asking her to lift her skirt. Lift it up to 
show her knickers. 


Her mind is abruptly fully focused again. He 
says it is a test of discipline, of obedience. 
Many young women nowadays are not 
disciplined at all — which is why in his opinion 
Simon should perhaps wait a few years, have a 
good look round before making a choice. 


Shaking, Jennifer does it. Standing before 
Uncle Gerard she slowly lifts the short skirt. 
her stockinged thighs ... Then the darker rims 
of her stocking-tops, with the clasps of her 
suspenders ... Then further up the creamy 
swell of bare thighs crossed by the slim pink 


suspender straps. Finally the little skirt is 
reluctantly right up round her waist, fully 
exposing Jennifers brief pink knickers. 
Gerard Dubois’s eyes are riveted on the ripe 
bulge of her pussy under the taut-stretched 
silk. 


‘Very good,’ he breths. ‘Yes, quite lovely. Tell 
me, my dear, have you let many men have a 
taste of that?’ 


It is evident that Simon’s uncle is referring to 
her pussy and Jennifer gives a half sob at this 
crude taunt. She has had a protected middle- 
class upbringing, and being forced to lift her 
skirt and show her knickers has been a cruel 
ordeal. Now to have this suggestion of easy 
promiscuity flung at her is almost the last 


OH GOD! THIS 15... 


THAT'S IT!! YOU'RE A 


REAL DARLING ... 


THATS TERI ОООН УЕ... 


| NEARLY!! OOOHH 


... АААНН .. 
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REALLY GREAT ГМ TOLD. 
BUT WE WILL NEED 
MORE TESTS 


YOU WERE GREAT! 
N 


HELLO JENNIFER. 


FEELING OK? 
| | 
| 
| 
ГМ FEELING 


ABSOLUTELY SICK 


NO! I DID IT! 
AND YOU SAID ... 


straw. With difficulty she holds back the tears suggest is a proper test of discipline. To give 
as she vigorously shakes her head. But there is you the chance to prove to me that you are a 
more, and worse, to come. suitable girl for my nephew to marry. If you can 

pass this test — and then perhaps one or two 
“Мо? | thought all you young girls did others - then І shall have no objections to the 
nowadays. Anyway what | am now going to marriage. Is that fair?’ 


JENNIFER IS AFRAID 


іы COME ТО МҮ FLAT THIS 
YES. JUST ONE OR TWO 2 2 
GOING TO CRY AFTERNOON KKK 
MORE TESTS ..., >> 


IT WON'T BE ANYTHING YOU Й will be a true test of discipline. Не knows it will 

el be no easy task for a nicely-brought-up 
CAN'T HANDLE I ASSURE YOU middle-class girl. It will also allow her to 
demonstrate that she has a social conscience, 
with sympathy for those less fortunate than 
7 herself. This is also an important quality in a 
AND YOU DO WANT TO MARRY ; wife for Simon. As for Simon, he will know 
SIMON. DON’T YOU JENNIFER? nothing about the test so Jennifer doesn’t 
have to worry about that. It will be a purely 
private matter between herself and Gerard 
Dubois. 


Jennifer weakly shakes her head. Her lovely 
long legs feel as if they are about to collapse. 
What Gerard has said is QUITE 
UNTHINKABLE. But he does have this power 
over Simon, of preventing him from marrying 
her. 


As Jennifer shakes her head again a smiling 
Gerard takes her arm. He says she should go 


Т COME ON 
COME ON IN 


\ 


! \ 


Jennifer can't think, her head is іп а daze. She 
still has her skirt held high. She hears herself 
stutter a yes. Uncle Gerard tells her she can 
lower her skirt. That at least is something. And 
then he is telling her. This test. 


" 


SHE CAN'T BELIEVE ІТ! ІТ IS QUITE 
IMPOSSIBLE TO BELIEVE! But Gerard repeats 
it, this unbelievable demand, in a clam, matter- 
of-fact voice. 


Jennifer is to go to the local Savation Army 
hostel, where she will be shown into one of the 
dormitories for down-and-outs, dirty old 
winos, etc. who find shelter there. One of 
these, a decrepit old man, will be waiting for 
her. Jennifer is to comfort him with her lovely 
body. Gerard spells it out. If she doesn't want 
to have full intercourse she must at least 
masturbate him with her hand. And take him in 
her mouth. She must bring him to full orgasm, 
though it may take this senile old man a while 
to achieve it. 


: 
| 


As Jennifer stands aghast, Gerard tells her this 
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away and think about it. But meanwhile there 
is another little disciplinary matter he wants to 


` check. Nothing too severe, she probably even 


had it at school. It is a smacked bottom. 
Masters do smack girls’ bottoms at English 
schools, don't they? 

As Jennifer stutters protests Gerard is leading 
her to the sofa. Sitting down and then pulling 
her down, over his lap. Her brief skirt is being 
pulled up again. And then Gerard's hand is 
devastatingly smacking her bottom. REALLY 
CRACKING DOWN. The pain is stingingly 
awful, and Jennifer is also feeling sick from 
that other. That dreadful, impossible task 
Gerard has given her. She won't be able to 
marry Simon. Not unless ... 


The hand is cracking down .. and also 
fondling. Feeling her heated cheeks. And in 
between. Feeling for her pussy ... Jennifer 
shudders. 

Butthere isn't any real choice, when she thinks 
about it. Jennifer briefly has the thought of 
telling Simon - of tearfully pouring it all out to 
him. But what good would that do? Gerard 
Dubois would simply say she had made it all 
up. She was just an hysterical young girl and 
clearly unfit to be Simon's wife. No, all she can 
really do is grit her teeth. Try to close her mind. 
And ... do it. 


So Jennifer tells Simon the interview with his 
Uncle Gerard has gone OK, he seems to like 
her. Nothing about any tests. Nothing about 
having her bare bottom spanked either. And 
then ... she phones that dreadful man. 

He sounds pleased. 'Excellent" His voice 
purring. Jennifer is given details, where to go 
etc. She is to wear her white nurse's outfit. The 
old man has a thing about nurses, it will exite 
him, make it easier for him to come. Jennifer 
shudders ... as he goes on ... High heels, 
stockings and a suspender belt. Brief sexy 
knickers. No bra. Gerard says he will get a 
report back from the old man — so she had 
better give a really good performance. 


At the hostel the man in the office grins, then 
takes Jennifer's coat. Does he know? She 
wants to turn and run - but must force herself 
to go through with it. She is led down a drab 
corridor to a door which the man opens, 
closing it after her. Inside it is like an army 
barracks, double tiers of beds with rumpled, 
greying sheets. The place seems deserted ... 
and then she sees the old man. He is sitting on 
one of the lower beds at the end. He gives a 
cackling sound of greeting. 


Close up he doesn't seem to clean, like these 
awful sheets. He looks very old, small and 
shrivelled. Jennifer has a panicky thought that 
he may have some awful disease. He has been 
sucking on a dirty old pipe which he now puts 
down. 


“бо you come then! | thought that bloke was 
avin me on. Christ yer a lovely bit of stuff. And 
anurse" He cackles. 4 really needs a nurse" 


He tells Jennifer to pull her skirt up and bend 


over. He wants to see her legs — and her bum. 
her knickers. There is the panicky thought 
again, that she can't go through with this, but 
Jennifer forces her mind to concentrate on 
Simon. She has to do this for Simon. 

The old man's hands are at her bottom as she 
bends over for him. He makes greedy wheezy 
sounds. And then she has to sit down with him. 
His dirty old trousers are bulging at the front. 
He puts her hand on that bulge. Cackling, he 
makes her hand rub it ... And then ... she has to 


undo the zip ... ` 
Jennifer feels a wave of nausea but makes 


herself. He has no underpants on and it comes 
straight out, a huge purple-headed cock. The 
huge stiff cock seems much too big for this 
shrunken old man. The feeling of nausea 
almost overcomes her as she is told to grip the 
thick stem, and start pumping. The dreadful 
old man gives a groan of pleasure. Gritting her 
teeth as she begins to wank him Jennifer tells 
herself: І САМ DO THIS. І MUST. BUT МО 
MORE. NOTHING ELSE. 

Maybe he will come quickly and it will be over 
with. The old man’s cock is jerking about and 
red-hot now, while he continues to make his 
groaning, moaning sounds. Jennifer forces 
herself to keep going, trying to close her mind 
to the awfulness of what she is doing. After a 
while he tells her to stop, for a moment. He 
wants her to open her dress top. He wants her 
tits out. 

Hot-faced, Jennifer hesitates and then does it. 
Maybe it will speed things up. She pulls open 
her dress. Following Gerard’s instruction she 
has no bra on and her beautiful big tits spill out. 
The old man is immediately at them. Mauling 
them and pulling at her big nipples which are 
erect and sticking out. She makes a cry of 
protest as he pulls her close. His mouth with 
that moustache is at her. His greedy old mouth 
sucking at her nipple ... like some gross and 
depraved child. 

He takes his mouth away for a moment and 
there is his wheezy voice. 4 want my cock up 
you. | want it up that sweet cunt.’ 

Jennifer gives a frantic shudder. NO! SHE 
WON'T AGREE TO THAT! SHE JUST WON'T. 
The next day Jennifer has a shock when 
Gerard pays à surprise visitto her hospital. Her 
mind is still in a blur from her experience at the 
hostel. 

*C .. Come in here,’ she stammers. She leads 
him into the little dispensary. 

Garard grins at her. ‘You did wonderfully. So | 
understand. A really first-rate performance! 


Jennifer flushes. Standing before him she 
doesn't want to think about it. That awful 
ordeal in the hostel with that horrible, horrible 
old man. She did manage to avoid the full 
thing, full intercourse. But ... she had to take it 
in her mouth. She had to suck that awful thing. 
Until finally it spurted. All that sickening stuff ' 
spurting in her mouth. | 


*Yes. First class. You were a really good girl, 
Jennifer. And very soon, | am sure, І shall be 
able to give my consent. | am coming round to 
the view that you will make a good wife for 
young Simon after all.’ 


UNCLE GERARD'S HAND IS SMACKING DOWN AGAIN JUST LIKE BEFORE ... ITIS AWFUL! BUT HER 
MIND IS ON THE OTHER THING. IF HE REALLY HAS IT ON VIDEO - AND SIMON SAW IT ... 


She stutters, “Үев. l've done it. This awful thing 
y .. you made me do. Son.. now...’ 


Gerard smiles. ‘But not quite yet, my dear. | 
think we need to have just one or two other 
tests. So that we can be doubly sure, eh?' 
Jennifer vigorously shakes her head. NO! 
NOTHING MORE! 


‘Come round to my flat this afternoon,’ Gerard 
tells her. 


Reluctantly Jennifer goes — and Gerard Dubois 
repeats what he has said. More tests — and she 
doesn't have any choice, not if she wants to 
marry Simon. And also there is something 
else. He has it got all of Jennifer's session with 


the old man on video. Yes, it was recorded on 
a secret video! Would she like to see it? 


Jennifer thinks she is going to faint. IT CAN'T 
BE TRUE! Shaking her head. She can't believe 
it. Gerard says it is true alright. So he is going 
to think up some more good tests. He will let 
her know the next опе tomorrow. And now, 
before she goes, he is going to smack her 
bottom again. 


Gerard smiles. He says he thinks she really 
likes having her bottom spanked. Just as she 
probably really liked sucking that old man. 
‘Isn’t that right? Come on. Over my lap.’ 


END 
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I used to think I was just about the only person 
in this world who could possibly experience a 
situation whereby a compelling sexual environment 
could insinuate itself into my life that, unless it had 
actually happened to me, I would never һауе 
believed possible. 

I was a hostess to the Crown Prince of an 
Arabian principallity, and whatever else your 
readers might believe, I can assure you that I was 
never his whore or call-girl. 

His religion precluded any sexual relationship 
with me and I was simply his companion as a 
Gheisha girl is in Japan. 

He domiciled in a luxurious Mayfair suite and 
because of the vast wealth of his Country, needed 
nothing. He demanded his companion to be 
attractive, witty, conversational and above all, 
discreet. I was just twenty two years of age when I 
became his companion, and he treated me with the 
utmost proprietory. I was pampered as though I 
was a pet animal and he saw that I wanted for 
nothing at all. 

His chauffer and servants considered me as 
they would him, and forever discreet, my way of 
pampered livelihood with the Crown Prince 
became a marvellous thing. Then he was recalled 
home and as a parting gift, he gave me the freehold 
to the Mayfair suite, the car and countless items of 
very valuable jewellery. 

To help my comfort he gave a very large 
annual gratuity and it was one that ensured that I 
would be able to continue to live a life of absolute 


luxury. 
Accounts were arranged at the most 
fashionable shops which he took personal 


responsibility for and this ensured that I would not 
want for anything at all. I decided after the terrible 
wrench of parting from him, because you may rest 
assured that when he left, despite the wealth he left 
me as my personal dowry from him, I felt a terrible 
wrench, that I should take on a companion myself; 
so I became, at twenty-one, one of the youngest 
employers of an au pair girl in the country. I knew I 
would employ her as soon as I set eyes on her. 

A softly coloured girl that was just a slight 
oriental brown but without the Asian personality. 
Her country was Jamacia, although it was obvious 
there had been a white interference with her genes 


he House of Sir Albert 


somewhere along the line. She had violet eyes, not 
coral black, and she had the cheekiest and most 
attractive face that I have ever seen in a woman. 
Tall, graceful and a smile that showed her white 
teeth and what was more she did not have the thick 
lipped protrubences that usually go with the 
coloured people. 

She was just nineteen and was two years 
younger than I. She proved a good help in the suite 
doing the odd personal jobs like a maid and she 
could cook the most exotic dishes. I really did like 
her, and she would often refer to me as princess 
which made me smile . . . like Snowwhite, she said 
and I supposed I enjoyed the flattery of her tongue. 

She had been with me for six weeks and there 
had grown up between us something very special. I 
do not imply that there was a sexual relationship 
between us, but she was a joy to have around and I 
liked her enormously. The bizarre quality of our 
relationship started one night after I had arrived 
home from a charity ball affair and I had had rather 
too much to drink. 

How I got up to the penthouse suite I shall 
never know, but I was violently ill before I 
managed to get to the bathroom. My head was 
swimming crazily, and I remembered Karon 
helping me into bed after stripping off my clothes 
and sponging me down with scented and warm 
water. 


It took me less than a second to go to sleep 
and I really did go out . . . like a light. Despite the 
excess of alchohol that I had taken, I did not wake 
up with a headache . . . at these sort of affairs, 
champagne is not of the cheap variety and 
therefore headaches and hangovers should not 
exist. However, I remembered through a haze the 
manner of my homecoming and slowly I made 
myself get to the bathroom and prepare a bath. 

There was no evidence of the previous night's 
disgraceful episode and I reaised that Karon had 
once more proved herself invaluable. 

As I languished in the bath filled with soapy 
bubbles and froth, there came a knock on the door 
followed by Karon. I looked at her with a shock 
because she was dressed only in sheer tiny white 
briefs and nothing else. 

Her small apple breasts were a delight to see 
as they bobbed when she walked across the 


carpetted floor with the cold orange juice in the 
crystal glass . . . . I took it from her trying not to 
blush . . . . and why was I blushing, I wondered. 

"Sorry, I'm not dressed," she smiled 
pleasantly, “but I heard you in here and thought 
you ought to have this as soon as possible .... er. 
. . | have discarded everything you were wearing 
last night into the incinerator . . . and that carpet 
has already been. dealt with by the Porter, so no 
need to worry." 

I drank the orange juice gratefully and then 
told her I was sorry to cause her so much nuisance. 
She only smiled as she sat on the cushion covered 
stall... 

“Was I very naughty, Karon?" I asked her as I 
lay back in the suds. I had not intended my remark 
to have any conotation at all, just a simple 
question. 

“Yes... mmmm . . . you were very, very 
naughty," she smiled back, and there was just slight 
inference in her voice that sent a peculiar 
shock-thrill through my system. I felt my whole 
nerves system stiffen at her response, and it was 
something in her tone that caused it. It was like a 
mistress or a Teacher speaking to a naughty child. I 
felt the cheeks of my face blushing at her reaction 
and then I sensed rather than actually felt that she 
was being slightly odd as though there was 
about to be a traumatic reaction to all this . . . and 
I was right!! 

"Have you finished your bath, princess?" she 
asked in that same tone which made me feel 
odalisque to her. I simply nodded and with my right 
toe I disengaged the plug . . . . I watched silently as 
Karon released a personal shower from the hook 
and turned the faucet to warm... . 

"Stand up princess and I'll shower the suds off 
you." I felt-an uncomfortable tremor go through 
me and slowly stood up . . . . this would be the very 
first time that another girl other than my massuesse 
had seen me naked. And I do not know why I did 
not tell her to leave me alone and I would manage 
myself. But I didn't, and I suppose it was because 
she had insisted in doing it . . . it was just that 
something now that she seemed to have taken 
over!! 

I stood and felt the cool refreshing water 
cascading over my smooth skin washing the suds 
free of my body.... 

"Lift your arms princess," she told me, and 
now her voice was sultry, commanding even 
without any clipped tone . . . . like a puppet I lifted 
my arms and touched the silver rail that ran across 
the bath . . I just managed by stretching the reach 
and grip the cool metal chrome pipe . . . . I held it 
tightly as the jet-shower rinsed my body all over... 
. . she let the water play fiercely onto the fair hair 
of my pubes, and then over my throbbing nipples . 
. . . I closed my eyes as sweet sensations filled the 
whole of my body . . . . my hands gripped the 
overhead rail tightly and I felt that I never wanted 
to let go . . . . up and down my tummy, over the 
nipples and then down to my pubes the jets caused 
rippling sensations to flood through me 
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“Turn round, princess,” she said quietly in that 
authoritive tone that she was adopting. 

Like a robot under direction. 1 showed her my 
back, and still I clasped the rail although I had to 
release it to turn my back to her... . I realised 
then that it had been unnecessary for me to keep 
my hands up there but because I had started to grip 
it when I showed her my bare back, I continued to 
do so . . . and that water swept all over my back 
and then she directed it at my bottom letting it's jet 
hit me with a stinging sensation that can only be 
described as absolutely pleasurable. 

I heard myself moan ав strange sweet 
responses now filled me completely . . . it was a 
very sensuous situation . . . a woman and her maid 
. + . She told me to part my legs and I did so . . . the 
water went along my sex-valley . . . and then she 
was switching it off . . . . I released my grip on the 
over head rail and she covered me with warm large 
towels . . . she left me after helping to rub my body 
warm and dry. I was just in. time for my hairdresser 
when she arrived and after that the masseuse came. 

By the afternoon, I was refreshed and ready 
for the day's occurrences although my mind was still 
filled with Karon and her starkly strange behaviour 
pattern of the morning. I decided to speak a wee 
bit sharply to her now that my mind was in a more 
normal state, but I could no deny that there had 
been a very real sexual response that morning when 
she had insinuated her own brand of dominance in 
the bathroom. 

When she came into the large room in which I 
was reading that afternoon I started off gently by 
telling her that she must not ever come into the 
bathroom again without being asked and that the 
Occurrences of that morning would not and must not 
be repeated. She listened and I watched as her 
attractive features blushed under her own 
helplessness to argue with an employer. | 

She nodded when I had completed my very 
light admonishment and she walked out without a 
word. I felt that I had covered it all very well and 
that the business had passed very suitably . . . I 
thought!! 

Then she once more knocked on the door and 
I saw her standing there with her small suitcáse in 
her hand and she was dressed for the street. A 
shock went through me that I did not at first 
understand . . . I simply stared at her in misbelief . 
. . she was obviously packed ready to leave me... 
and it was at that moment that I became the 


where she waited at the lounge door... . 

"Princess," her eyes were like velvet pools as 
she looked sadly at me. “I’m sorry you took the 
attitude you did . . . . and I am sorry that you feel 
the way you do . . so I am going to look for another 


situation . . . may I call on you for references?" 
“But Karon . .. ." I gasped as I felt my head: 
reeling . . “you can't possibly leave me . . I've not 


been a bad employer surely . . 

everything you want here.” 
“Мо... you haven't been a bad employer its 

true but after what you said . Y 


. you have 


wretched slave to her!! І stood up and hurried to - 
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1 looked at her and felt full of misery . . . I 
knew then that I had been trying to fool myself . . . 
I knew that somehow I had actually enjoyed it 
when she was in the bathroom telling me what to 
do... . and it was only a surface modesty and 
2 that had made me speak to her the way I had 

опе... 

All pride and modesty can soon be swallowed, 
especially the way I felt right then . . 

"Look Karon . . . . please don't go. I’m sorry 
if I caused you distress, but you must please 
understand my position," I tried to speak softly and 
endearingly. 


“I think it would be better if I went, princess," | 


she said softly and slowly, "I cannot agree that I 
would not try to come into your bathroom again . . 
it is too tempting knowing you are in there with no 
clothes on and I am aching to join you". She spoke 
very emphatically and her eyes never left mine. . . 
and I felt the very real tremors of pure heated sex 
jolt right through me . . . there was no mistaking 
the. intent of her words nor in the tone which she 
used to put it across. I felt decidedly weak at the 
knees, and I also felt that somehow I had just been 
taken over!! 

"Come in and we'll talk about it," I pleaded 
and ] know that my own voice showed my 
capitulation and surrender. To my utter delight, she 
sighed and came into the room. 

"Look Karon. If you want to help me bathe . . 
alright . . . I enjoy it too. . . I'm sorry I made such 
a fuss . . . perhaps we can work something out so 
that you don't get upset”. 

"] was only trying to help," she continued her 
strong point, *and I think if the boot had been on 
the other foot you would have taken me to task 
very severely." 

“Yes... yes, perhaps you are right,” I tried to 
aquiesce her temperament. 


“So... if you want me to stay then it is you 
who ought to be punished, not me.” | 

"Once more I could not follow her line of 
reasoning and knew that she was purposely trying 

'to get me into a passive situation; and she could not 
have known at that moment that she had already 
achieved her objective!! 

“I did not punish you, Karon,” I reasoned with 
her although I already knew the outcome would all 
be in her favour. And strangely enough this is the 
way I wanted it!! 

"No. But you did tell me off . . . and I did 
everything for you last night . . especially after you 
were so naughty," she told me complainingly yet 
quiet toned in her voice. There was just that slight 
inference again of her taking over the dominant 
part again. 

"That's true . . . so what do you think we 
ought to do about it?" I decided to lay it open and 
on the line; I was already feeling the heated blushes 
on my face. 


"You want me to stay . . . alright . . . how 
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badly?" she asked as she looked at me smiling. I 
could have groaned at my own incompetance to 
handle this situation; I think I realised then that I 
could not live without her and that to keep her here 


I was prepared to do what she asked, anything she 
asked, and I knew that she had won. 

"Very badly Karon. I... I must admit that I 
enjoyed the episode in the bathroom." 

Her smile became very broad and she stood up 
and approached me . . . she towered over me. 

"Right then, my pretty white girl . . . let's go 
to the bathroom," she smiled dominantly. 

It was the first time that she had referred to me 
as "white girl" but she made her point. 

Trembling helplessly, I preceded her to the 
bathroom and she told me to draw a Бай... I let 
the waters cascade into the large pink porcelain and 
then she told me to undress and to get into it. I 
stripped off in front of her and when I was naked, 
just as I was about to get into the water, she pulled 
me to her... . : 

"Now . . undress me," she smiled. Weakly 
obedient now, I stripped her down to her panties . . 
. . She stopped me then . . . and pointed to the bath 
. . . I got into the suds and wallowed in the warmth 
of it all. . . I watched as she took the long handled 
ivory material brush from the cabinet . . . she 
smacked the palm of her hand with и... the shock 
that ripped through me was not опе of 
apprehension or horror it was pleasure!! 

I sensed that it was on me she was going to use 
that brush . . . . when she took the shower this 
time, I did not have to be told to grip the rail above 
my head . . I did so without being ordered to do so 

. she smiled as she played the jet once again up 
and down my Боду... back and front . . . . then 
she told me to stay like that . . the water was 
turned off and the head cap was removed . . . 


-naked and facing һег... 


I stood there as Karon for the first time put her 
hands on my smooth skinned torso. Shivers that I 
have never experienced before rippled all over me 

her hands cajouling my breasts to a hard 
firmness were soon pinching my flinty rock nipples 
and I thrust my head back as sex ran rampant all 
over me . . : her fingers plucked at my sex lips until 
I was lifting one leg off the bath . . . she told me to 


. rest one foot on the bath edge and this I quickly did 


. she parted my thighs and sat there looking 
directly at the jewel of my cunt . . . her fingers took 
the most licentious liberties with my cunt and she 
proved to be the mistress... . 

“Turn round . . . let me see what I can do to 
this arse of yours," she ordered. $ 

I turned and she told me to grip the bar once: 
again . . my torso was stretched as weakly 
obedient I stood there waiting for her to start the 
castigation of my bum. 

She prepared the cheeks and then I felt the 
sting as the smooth back of the hair brush came 
down in a sweeping action as her hand came down 
and the brush smacked against my buttocks . . . I 


lifted one leg and then the other as tormenting 
angry pain filled the cheeks of my backside . . . it 
was the very first time that I had been beaten like 
this and I could not believe that there was anything 
pleasurable about such things . . . but despite the 
angry sensations of sheer agony and heat, I could 
not bring myself to ask her to Чор... again... 


again and again that smooth backed brush came 
down onto my taut skinned buttocks, and each time 
it did so I yelped. 

“That's right my fine white young lady . . . you 
yelp . . . you are going to have to get used to this . . 
and other things as well . . . a good thrashing on 
your bare arse is going to become a regular thing 
for you . . . and you will soon learn that you have 
to be obedient for a change," she snapped as she 
measured and emphasised her words with harsh 
spankings of the brush . . . and she told me to 


accept it verbally . . . I did so without hesitation, 
and then she took me over her knee and spanked 
me like a child . . . I cried then and could only 
plead with her not to smack me anymore . . she 
helped me to soothe it with the cream and then she 
insisted on my bending right over so that she could 
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‘of my sheer pleasure . . . 


inspect the damage . . . I could feel her light ginger 
tips stroking along the hot lines now filling the 
cheeks of my bottom... . it seemed to have grown 
twice its normal size and all I could do was to feel 
that strange unexplainable thrilling sensation of 
being brought to such a high state ot erotica by 
being subjected to such humiliation and shame. 
Of course she really took over then . . . and 

she taught me how to please her sexually with my 
mouth . . . she lying back on the large double king 
sized bed, her knees raised high and well parted . . 
. it was this very action that I enjoyed . . . 
kneeling on the mattress between the raised portals 
which housed the altar of her body and the object 
then I would go right 
down to virtually kiss and tongue her there . . . she 
was able to cause a vacuum that would actually 
suck my tongue deep into her well-of-love . . . and 
she tasted superb . . . but no matter how hard I 
tried to please her there was always the times when 
she would be displeased and it was once again 
bending, sometimes on my knees to have the strap 
brought down harshly onto my writhing reddened 
arse . . . and always I begged for more and more. 


very beginning of the proceedings, 
even before that, | am going to use 
my Mr Tickler here. Sophie you first. 
Hold out your right hand, palm up. | 
shall give you two on your right and 
then same on your left. To get you 
properly in the spirit of things. OK? 
And then it'll be Nicola's turn of 
course.’ 


Both of them had gone pale. Sophie 
breathed, ‘No! Pl Please Mr 
Finford! Not ... not...’ 


‘No nots,’ Mr Finford said briskly. Не 
reached round behind Sophie and 
groped the cheeks of her bottom 
through her skirt. ‘Don’t worry, you'll 
get it on your bottom soon enough. 

.But hands first. Another greedy 
grope. ‘Now get your hand out right 
away — or do you perhaps want six 
on each of them?’ 


к 


With a little sob Sophie forced herself 
to hold her hand out. Adrian Finford 
had come round in front of her again. 
His eyes were gleaming. He had got 
an erection, bulging out the front of 
his trousers. Neither girl had noticed 
this thought. Like rabbits hypnotised 
by a weasel their two pairs of eyes 
were fixed on the cane .. and 
Sophie's now trembling palm-up 
hand ... 


There was а sickening THWATT ... as 
the cane whipped down and met the 
shivering flesh. An agonised howl 
from Sophie — and at the same time 
a shocked little yip from Nicola. 


Sophie was doubled up, clutching 
her red-hot hand. Adrian Finford 
moved round behind her again. His 
hands pulling her upright. At the 
same time thrusting his hot and erect 


Continued from page 15 
penis into her bottom. 


‘Just compose yourself my dear. It's 
all for your own good, you know that.' 


Mr Finford's hands came round 
further, and cüpped underneath 
her ripe tits as he rubbed himself 
hard against her bottom again. 


Sophie was still making desperate 
gasping sounds. Mr Finford's hands 
came round further, and cupped 
underneath her ripe tits as he rubbed 
himself hard against her bottom 
again. Then he let go, and took up the 
cane again. 
Nicola watched with frantic eyes. · 
She didn't want to watch but she 
couldn't help it. As the cane seared 


down again ... and then again. Poor 
Sophie! But she wasn't really thinking 
of poor Sophie. It was herself! In a 
few moments ... she was going to get 
the same. And she couldn't. She just 
couldn't take that ... That sickening 
cane ... Those bright red marks now 
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across Sophie’s palms She 
couldn’t take that. But she was 
going to have to. 


* 


Upstairs now, in one of the 


bedrooms. A medium-sized room 
with a bed with a blue-and-white 
striped cover and by the side of the 
bed a low leather-topped table. On 
this table is a small bronze statue of a 
nude girl kneeling back on her heels, 
her head submissively bent, her 


hands between her parted thighs. 
And by the side of this statue is Mr 
Finford's cane. 

On the bed Nicola is kneeling in 
exactly the same posture as the 
bronze statue. Nude and sitting on 
her. heels with her hands down 
between her parted thighs demurely 
covering her pussy Her head is bent, 
which serves to emphasise her full 
high tits thrusting up and out. 


The door behind Nicola opens into a 
bathroom. Sophie and Mr Finford are 
to be seen in this bathroom. Mr 
Finford is sitting on the edge of the 
mahogany-panelled bath and he has 
Sophie across his lap, face-down. 
Sophie is also nude. Mr Finford is 
vigorously spanking her nude 
bottom. Sophie is making gaspy 
yelps, and his hand rhythmically 
whacks down. But of course the pain 
is not as bad as earlier, that very first 
introducton to the day. The cane 
whipped sickeningly in across her 
hands. That cane which is now 
placed at Nicola's side in the 
bedroom. No doubt it is due to see 
more action quite soon. 


Nicola cannot see the action in the 
bathroom but she can hear quite 
clearly. The sound of the hard 
smacks, and Sophie's yelpy gasps 
And then after a bit ... it seems to be 
just the gasps. 
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Мг Finford has generally been іп 
close attendance — with the cane 
in his hand. Whipping it in when he 
considered either girl was not 
putting quite enough enthusiasm 
into the task. 


Since that first traumatic caning of 
their hands Sophie and Nicola have 
spent most of the time out in the 
garden weeding. Mr Finford has 
generally been in close attendance 
— with the cane in his hand. 
Whipping it in when he considered 
either girl was not putting quite 
enough enthusiasm into the task. 
(And also, to be strictly honest, just 
whipping the cane in, across a calf, or 
the rear of a soft thigh, or lifting a skirt 
to lay it athwart a tightly-knickered 
bottom, simply because the fancy or 
desire took him.) 


That lasted for quite a long time. 
Forever, it seemed like to Sophie and 


Nicola but actually it was justthe rest 
of the morning. Then they had some 
lunch; not quite the bread and water 
Sophie's father had been predicting, 
it was soup and sandwiches which 
the girls were detailed to prepare. Mr 
Finford had the same, plus a gin-and- 
tonic beforehand which he had 
Sophie bring in to him in the sitting 
room while Nicola was busy in the 
kitchen. 

When Sophie brought the drink in Mr 
Finford told her to put it down on the 
side table, then with her standing 
close at his side he gave her a little 
lecture on proper behaviour, what 
was required of you in the Sixth 
Form, etc. Soon after the beginning 
of this he slid his hand up the back of 
her skirt. Up those smoothly rounded 
thighs, to Sophie's bottom contained 
in her tight white knickers. And then 
accompanied his unctuous words 
with some keen bottom-groping. 


After a few minutes of this Mr Finford 
evidently got quite a taste for what he 
was doing, and decided that matters 
could be improved. He broke off his 
lecture to tell Sophie to take her 
knickers off. Sophie didn't fancy 
taking them off — but then she hadn't 
fancied having her hand caned, or 
subsequently having the cane 
whipping in to various other parts of 
her anatomy when she was doing 
that weeding. You didn't fancy these 
things, but you weren't supposed to 
fancy what happened when you went 
to Mr Finford for the weekend. So 
although Sophie didn't want to take 
her knickers off she knew she had to. 


Stroking and fondling the warm 
and silkily resilient flesh. And then 
sliding down underneath. His hand 
pushing Sophie's trembling thighs 
apart so it could slide in between 
them. | 


Mr Finford’s hand of course 
immediately came back to where it 
had been before. Up Sophie's skirt to 
her now nude bottom. Stroking and 
fondling the warm and silkily resilient 
flesh. And then sliding down 
underneath. His hand pushing 
Sophie's trembling thighs apart so it 
could slide in between them. Mr 
Finford's little lecture conveniently 
moved on to the subject of sex — as 
his fingers found the moist heat of her 
pussy. Holding forth on the insidious 
dangers of indulging in sex, the 
unfortunate grip it could get on a girl 


once she had started indulging. The 
most unfortunate effect it could have 
on her work. 


Sophie was having difficulty standing 
stil now, because Мг Finford’s 
fingers were right there. In the 
wetness of her slit. At her hot clit. Mr 
Finford was now onto the subject of 
her. and Kevin. Oh yes, the Deputy 
Head knew that Sophie and. Kevin 
Parker had a relationship. He knew 
most things that went on in the 
School. But he didn't know all the 
details of course. And he would like 
to know them. Exactly what ... and 
how often. 

Mr Finford's fingers were working on 
Sophie as he put these insistent 
questions. Working her up, and a girl 
couldn't help responding, when 
someone was doing that. And you 
couldn't stop him doing it, you had to 
just stand there, quivering and 
squirming, and take it. Because it 
was Mr Finford doing it. Yes Sophie 
was responding, when someone was 
doing that. And you couldn’t stop him 
doing it, you had to just stand there, 
quivering and squirming, and take it. 
Because it was Mr Finford doing it. 
Yes Sophie was responding, she was 
going to come ... 


But then no. Mr Finford stopped just 
before that. Stopping and taking his 
hand out and giving her bottom a 
sharp slap. Leaving her in an awful 
state. 


Mr Finford is doing that again now. 
Those squeaky gasps that Nicola can 
hear as she kneels on the bed. The 
squeaky gasps which continue 
though there is no longer the 
reverberating crack of Mr Finford’s 
hand splatting onto Sophie’s bare 
bottom. Yes he is doing that again. 
Getting hot-bottomed Sophie going 
again. 


Can Nicola guess this? Or is she too 
concerned about her own fate? 
Because whatever Mr Finford is 
doing right now, he will shortly be 
coming in here to her. With his cane 
lying conveniently to hand. Waiting 
for him to pick it up. Yes that bloody 
cane. 

But it isn't the cane when some five 
minutes later Mr Finford does come 
in. Has he brought Sophie off? Or has 
he again just left her on the brink? 
Bringing the poor girl up to the very 
brink ... and then leaving her there, all 
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Nicola 


panting 
doesn't know or care. Her thoughts 
are only on that cane. But it is not in 
fact to be the cane — because when 


and desperate. 


Mr Finford comes in he has 
something else in his hand. A square- 
tipped length of heavy leather. Yes a 
vicious-looking tawse. 


SPLATT ...! 


Mr Finford has whipped it sharply in 
across Nicola's bare bottom. She 
lets out a howl. Smiling he tells her, 
“ОК, that's enough of that position. 
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Now Ра like you with your bottom up. 
And your head down in the cover.’ 


This is how Mr Finford wants Nicola 
for the tawsing. Kneeling on the bed 
and her bottom thrust up, as high as 
it will go. That position will do nicely. 
For about ten heavy whacks at least. 
And then he wants something else. A 
variation. Now Nicola on her back, 
with her legs pointing up at the 
ceiling. Ten more like this shall we 
say? Yes, why not. And then is it time 
for the cane again? 


No it is not quite time for the cane. It 


is time for the bath. Adrian Finford is 
not an excessively hard man. Or so 
he would have one believe. A little 
break then, and Sophie can sponge 
Nicola’s red-hot bottom with 


Has he brought Sophie off? Or has 
he again just left her on the brink? 
Bringing the poor girl up to the very 
brink ... and then leaving her there, 
all panting and desperate. Nicola 
doesn’t know or care. 


soothing warm water containing 
some gentle sweetly-scented bath 
oil. And likewise after Sophie has had 
her own taste of the tawse Nicola can 


perform the same service for her 
friend. 


That position will do nicely. For 
about ten heavy whacks at least. 
And then he wants something else. 
A variation. Now Nicola on her 
back, with her legs pointing up at 
the ceiling. 


But after that there is to be more 
caning of course. And tomorrow, 
Sunday, there is going to be a whole 
lot more of the cane. That is what Mr 
Finford smilingly tells them. 


* ж ж 


Sophie gets the bedroom with the 
blue-and-white-covered bed and the 
little statue. Nicola is in another small 
bedroom. Mr Finford is in his: own 
room. i 


Except that now Mr Finford is here, 
with Sophie. Is it about 11 o'clock? 
Something like that. Anyway she has 
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been іп bed a little while now, lying | sleep. There is only one thing for it, That bloody bastard! 

awake. Thinking about that awful | which is to do what she did last night. 
cane and the equally awful tawse. | Bring herself off. Her hand slides | Sophie is just thinking, with her hand 
Thinking also about tomorrow which | down to her pussy. Mr Finford of | at her pussy, that she'll have that 


will be another dreadful day of it. | course has done that to her. Twice | fantasy about the rich sheik again, 
Sophie certainly doesn't want to | today. Played with her, but not when ... Mr Finford is suddenly there! 
think about all this but she can't getit | brought her off. Worked her up to the He has come silently in the room, to 
out of her mind. And she can't getto | vary brink ... and then left her there. sit on the side of the bed. 
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What does he want? Yes, it is what 
that girl has told her. Things can bea 
whole lot easier on the second day. If 
Sophie wishes. Does she wish? Yes 
she certainly, fervently does. Even if 
...? Well yes. Probably. Anything. 


It is just Mr Finford underneath. 
With his large and stiff erection. He 
directs Sophie's hand to it. 


Mr Finford is sliding in with her. He 
has taken off his dressing gown ... 


and has nothing underneath. It is just 
Mr Finford underneath. With his large 
and stiff егесіоп. He directs 
Sophie’s hand to it. 


She thinks ... of her fantasy. Well it is 
the easiest thing. She certainly 
doesn't want to think of Kevin. No, 
that rich sheik. In bed in his cabin on 
the yacht. The sheik on top of her. 
Rubbing his very big penis at her wet 
pussy. And then getting it in. Sliding it 
up. 


That half a million pounds. Actually 


the reward is going to be just as 
great, she would rather have what 
Mr Finford is promising. No more 
cane and tawse tomorrow! If he 
keeps his word! He is going to keep 
his word, isn't he? 


Sophie’s breathy voice seeks 
assurance. Adrian Finford curtly tells 
her yes. But now keep quiet. While he 
takes his pleasure. - 


Later on of course, after a suitable 
period of recovery, he is going in to 
see Nicola. 
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JANUS No. 89 to No. 95 £10.00 per copy 

Janus Correspondence Special Nos 1, 2 and 3 Е.О. World No. 1 to No. 11 £7.00 per copy 


£10.00 per copy 
MISTRESS No. 4to No. 29 £6.00 per copy 
KANE No. 47 to No. 54 £8.00 per copy MISTRESS No. 30 to No. 35 £7.00 per copy 
KANE No. 55 to No. 60 £10.00 per copy DEAR MISTRESS No. 36 to No. 47 £7.00 per copy 


VIXEN No. 4to No. 25 £6.00 per.copy 
VIXEN No. 26 to No. 32 £7.00 per copy 
VIXEN No. 33 to No. 43 £7.00 per copy 
VIXEN No. 44 to No. 47 £8.00 per copy 


We try for return of post and certainly send under plain cover. 
Make Cheques and P.O.'s payable to: 
‘PRESS SALES’ 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 


FOR POSTAGE AND PACKING 
Please add 30p per item (U.K.) 
Please add 50p per item (Europe) 
Please add £2 per item (U.S.A. or CANADA) 
AND THE REST OF THE WORLD 


SWITCHED ON? 


SUS SS 


VIDEO 
INTERNATIONAL 


THE GREATEST 
C.P. VIDEOS IN THE WORLD 
FEATURING 
THE MOST NUBILE YOUNG GIRLS, 
AT-A PRICE THAT'S RIGHT. 


‘PRESS SALES” 15 Wastdale. Road, London SE23 


